120          THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

The  war-champion  girded;   unto  him  became

Grendel,

To the great thane of kindreds, a banesman of
mouth,                                                        2079

Of the man well-beloved the body he swallow'd;
Nor the sooner therefor out empty-handed
The bloody-tooth'd banesman, of bales all be-

mindful,

Out from that gold-hall yet would he get him;
But he, mighty of main, made trial of me,
And gripp'd ready-handed.    His glove hung aloft,
Wondrous and wide, in wily bands fast,
With cunning wiles was it begeared forsooth,
With crafts of the devils and fells of the dragons ;
He me withinwards there, me the unsinning,
The doer of big deeds would do me to be       2090
As one of the many; but naught so it might be,
Sithence in mine anger upright I stood.

'Tis   over-long  telling   how   I   to   the   folk-

scather

For each one of evils out paid the hand-gild.
There I, O my lord king, them thy leal people
Worthy'd with works: but away he gat loosed
Out thence for a little while, brooked yet life-
joys;
But his right hand held ward of his track howso-